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fine passages, sometimes detachable

ang weli migh perfect in themselvea,
tme Is constantly coming upon keen,
leeply thought out bits of philosophy,
of ebservation, sometimes of proph-
ey, but they are rather overwhelmed
if ot whelly lost in the complex of
u somewhal hectic narrative. The
framework of !he plot is Just a little
cheap for its ugderiying theme. FPos-
sibly an intentional “concessich te
conventionality, but a not altogether
happy one.

The book opens with o contrast|

betweer, the extravagance and lux-
ury of the very rich, the viclously
idle of society (in New York) and
the very poor or unfortunate. An
age old theme, of course, but ome
ever present and ever dangerously
allve. There is a further contrast ia
ldeals between Narn Alexieff, the half
Russian, half Américan refugee girl,
who barely managed to get out of
Russio alive after the revolution, and
the clear headed, but not hard headed
voung old doctor, Claveloux, who be-

lievea In sclence, and certalnly does |
not belleve !n the fairles. Nara says

to him: “You love facts—ocold, hard
truth—too much to suffer any Hiu-

sions ™ 1o which he retorts that “somse

of us must remaln Lo ferm a bulwark,”™
But she asks, “Aguinst what? and
the question permits him to stats
the centra! themes of the bool

“He spoke for a moment passion-
ately, his large hands clenched, rest-
ing with their backs upon the edge
of the table. He sald: ‘Against what?
Why, azainst this world of people,
drunk with {lusions, © Agminst silly

religions. Against futile nostrums/

of staterraft. Agninst spiritualism.
Agalns{ the claptrap the fvorld has
reached out to take as 8 relief from

. it own responsibilities’ ™

Obvionsly, a large order. Cbvions-
iy, too, thete can be no comprehen-
sive, categorical answer to the prob-
lems thus raised, even.in a novel
Nara's reply 8 to ask, “You do not
velieve in mugic—the magic of life?”

That Indicates the mext step,
which s a divergence toward Naru's
way of looking at things. Her easller
story is ‘retalled, something as
XEnpeas recounis (he story of his life
'® IMdo—the characters belng ro-
varsed, covlring Ler trials io Husaa,
It is a vivid incidental glimpse of the
eariy [olshevik doays, a complete

short story in Itsel’ and tremen-
dously efflective, as a detached
epleode.

Then the book turns to Nara's

peculinr power of healing, by s sort
of laying on of bands. She at first
wlieves whelly In it Lyt does not
pretend ' t0 understand. Natarally,
=3¢ gels Into troubie with the doctos
amd other materialistic objectors. A
fakir turns op who successfully uses
& mode! W tmpersonate Ler and
works cures that are Just as good as
e gusranteed article.

She comes W see that succeess in
healing, as iu many other things
depends upon the (aith of the patient
imself rather Lhan upon the teacher
or healer. An epidemic of infuntile
paralysis drags her back w work
among the people, but she makes
the misiake of trying te tell them
the troih when they ask her for a

miracie. Sbe s mobbed, even hurt
¥ o missile thrown at her as the
rowd denouinces her as 3 witch,
Thereupon Lhe doctor reenters, and
ey arc duly =cheduled to live haj
pily ever aflter —ench one having
aught the other semething. He tells
her: “You were right. » There Iz
smucthing that people call the hears,
= ¥t i= close to that fuct that
the magic of life ls foumnd-—the thing |

¥v#ii meant whea you sakd o me once
that life woas made by the sorcery of
samething in the soni—that the un-
rell becntne reml”

It is 4 selation of the origina'ly
mwpounded problems that Is more
cenventivoal, more poetised than one
expeets from the earlier parts of the
took. ©Or is it simply & romantic
svasion, an admission that the dif
Reuity is insoluble?

™ COTTON BROKER

Cwen., (George H. Doran Company.

6 T is, maybe, not now but a
year afterward that you re-

motiber that before the mist

ame Lhere wuas o sirange scree that |
wied down, ii= face meist and shin. |

ng, durk cmernld, high above you”

How wuiny readers can guess what

sat means? If anything. it 5|
typical of the mannerism of 5 mnm'
deal of this story, which starts with
portentous promise of at 1

at lenst a whale—but dwindles
n smadl eateh. Nevertheless, he )

u story, the central idea of which

inlght bave mace a very Ll O

By Joha |

Henry tale of pernaps six thousand
words,

It deals with the rise to prosperity
of o “sell-made” collon broker, from
office boy to market magnate. On
the way up he wrongs a fellow clerk
who plots revenge, Caught In a
pideh of the market the here com-
mits the indiscretion of “duplicat-
ting”— L e, obtaining an advance
from jhe bank twice over on the
same cotton—eand his avenging clerk
finds it out and demands a partner-
=hip as the price of silence. But the
hero's wife persuades him instead to

himsel. The mora] problem is crude-
ly handled, but the naughty broker
and his wife have some life in them
and are really well concelved—If one
takes the trouble to break through
the enshrouding vell of the author's
‘unhnmos manner, -

THE DOOM TRATL, By Arthor Tu
Howden Smith, Brentano's,

burst into the white glare of
fame, as distributed by the

book review and liternry supplement
pages, with the simultancous publl
cation of the *Audacious Advontures
of Miles McConaughy” and the “Rea
Colonel Housa,” two able bodied in-
carnations of the truly extraordinary
in human life. Of the two herces
Captain McConaughy is probably the
more tenacious of existence; we
would not willingly let him die, for
he was the Real Thing in heroes
Other short stories and romances
bave been put forth by Mr. Smith
since that day, including much politi-
cal and geperal newspaper corre-
spondence—always adventurous.

Now he has done it again on &
larger scale than eéven the combined
House-McConaughy complex. This
tims It is an ampitious performance,
to which the previous ecxcellent
stories are but warming up heats for
the real race. Mr. Smith has the
true spell of the teller of tales. When
Le fixes you willh Lis cve It is quite
useless to uttempt escape—even the
most inpatient Wedding Guest must
stop and listen, and be must listen
to the end

This thme it is & Woadly conceived
historical romance; naturally more
romance than history, as it should be,
| but apparently very well documented
It will scarcely do as a substitute for
the sober chronicles of the schoo!
books and heavy histories, but it's
dollars to doughnuls that any hu-
man boy, from the age of ten or so
Gp to o hundred, will find it more
absorbing as a study than even Park-
man,

The story is dated i 1724 and
staged widely over the territory of

SE‘\‘EIL\L years ago Hr Smith
'

make open confessibn and thus free | and

the Five Natlona, New York city in
particaiar and the werld ln general
It naturally begins with a fight, a
mere preliminary bout, in Londom,
which is required to start the pros-
pective hero toward Americs. He is
a very good hero, indeed, beginning
with an early training as a soldler
in the forces of the Pretender, and
combining many of the fine hercie
qualtics of both Captain McConaughy
and the (politically) late Culonel
House,

It is quite impossible to follow his
footsteps from Loandon to New Yorl
thence out upon the “Doom
Trafl” and elsewhere among the In-
dians, the French and Brilish trad-
ers, rattlesnakes and other wild
creatures of the forest primeval. The
tale is a long one, running through
many intricacles of plot and with a
wealth of incidental exeit t. The
real intepest centers chiefly upon the
Indians, who bulk large through most
of the record. Therein Mr. Smith's
sense of proportion is correct. It ls
as a Met, true that the Indlan tribes
played a larger and more decisive
part in much of the early struggling
for possession of the new land than
the average reader is apt to Infer
from mest histories.

Mr. Smith’s Indians are highly sat«
Isfactory braves for the most part.
They are somewhere in a middle
ground betwesn the Noble Red Man
of Cooper and the actual unwashed
modern inhahitant of a reservation.
There is, of course, a good deal of
the Buffalo Bl Indian about them,
but they are really quite alive. One
of them, whose manner i= as impos-
ing as that of the now extinet cigar
store Indian, comes down from his
pedestal long enough to remark in a
prologue:

“Once we wers a nation. Once we
were strong. Once even the white
man feared us. Once It was for us to
say who should rule the land out-
side the Long House, Frenchman or
Englishman. The white men were
weak then. They clamored for our
ald. We chose the side of the Eng-
lishman. He triumphed”™ -

He did, and one is impelled to
einculate—Selah!

This story goes a long way townrd |

telling how he did [t. It ls & stirring
| narrative, fluent, rapid enough, and
| if somewhat superhicated in spot=, on
the whole a rattling good yarn.

TAE BACKSLIDERS.
Lindsey.

By Willinm
1 Hoeughton AiMin Company,
! ERE s another case of the
I H hand=ome, very good and in-

telligent young parson—who
| is also & man—and the worldly, su-
perficially  naughty and  beautiful
young womoan, who tame and edu-
| cate each other. It is o well done
i story, but it i= Inconsiderately cruel

of the publishers to call atiention to
the “Little Minister” and Barrle by
way of comparison. Mr, Lindsey has
humor, in the modern popular sense
of that word, and, more important,
he may also be called something of
& humorist In the qlder, broader slg-
nificance of the term; but he is not
another Barriaa The publisher's
“blurd” is often palnfully unkind to
the helpless author,

All the people in the story play
thelr parts neatly and quite satis-
factorily ln character, although some
of the minor folk, the village eccen-
tricities, the drummer and the
vicious church gossips and elders
tend ever so slightly toward carica-
ture. The Rev. John Gray, who
makes a dignified arrival In the vil-
lage to which he is consigued, al-
though he bears with him a parrot
in a cago, is really an engngingly
human specimen, in spite of the fact
that he is an orthodox Methodist
and, at first, densely inpxperienced.
It does not take the lovely, wander-
ing lady artist, who comes from the
wickedness of the great city, very
long to lLumanize him fully. The
process Is entertaining, and has some
“high spots” of good melodrama,

Of course, the new parson has to
reform the village. He sets the clock
right, wrecks a wicked club that wns
cleverly named after Daniel Wob-
ster, he cures the villuge drunkard,
reunites sundered hearts of true lov-
ers and generally officlates as o
reorganizer and uplifter, The minor
plot of the village maiden who has
been "led astray,” and who has a
very tough grained, recalcitrant
father, Is also judiclously managei.
The book as a whole shows sound
literary artisanship.

CASTLES IN THE AI. Py Daroniss
Oreay, George IL Doran Company.
HOSE who bellevs in the the-

gry that humor is found in
enjoying the misfortunes ‘of
others will find particular proofs of
that axiom In this collection of epi-
eodes n the life of -Hector Ratichon,
which the Baroness Orczy has culled,
ns =he avers In her graceful Fore-
word, from a manuscript she picked
up “under the arcades of the Odeon
. . one dull post-war November
morning in Paris’' The Baroness
Orczy makes no pretensions about
her hero, who is a shabby sort of
Sherlock Holmes of the 1812 period
in Pariaa. Indeed sghe sayas he Is
“an unblushing liar, thief, a forger,”
and that all he has to recommend
him is “his own unconscious humor,”
With such an Introduction the reader
may be prepared for anything from
the perpetual bullder of “Castles In
the Air'" Anything save the ex-

traordinary stupidity of the creature.
Although the clever detective
never can be overdone in fiction,
granting he Is clever, the fact re-
mains that he sometimes Is over-

of genius for the Baroness Orczy (o
create a character in the detective
line who is always being beaten at
his own game. This happens just
seven times in the seven episodes in
the book, although in the final phase
‘Ratichon wins a wife gnd becomes &
social parasite of the gentleman
farmer ¢lass through his wife's
fortune,

It Is noteworthy that M. Charles
Suarez, the polite scoundeel of the
opening episode, had hit upon pre-
cisely the same device as dil Poe's
immeortal originator of the art of
deduection in “The Purloined Letter,”
just as Conan Doyle did in “An Ad-
venture in Bohemia” And it worked
for the ends of Suarez as it did in the
other two similar scenes. It is not
unnatural to think of Conan Doyle
in reading this book, since Hector
Ratlehion must remind one, to a de-
gree, of that splendid liar the “DBrig
adier Gerard” Only it is to be re-
marked that the unconscious humor,
gseribed by the Baroness Orezy to
her hero i8 lald, on with a lighter
surer touch by Dnylg in the case ot
his Brigadier,

THE CITY IN THE CLOUDS., By C
Ranger Gull. Harteourt, Brace.& Co.
HIZ story lves up to its title
and the name of its author—
it “goes up in the air™ dizzily
and flaps around in a rarified atmos-
phere, sometimes well above the
clouds. Even when it tries to "hit
the ground” it finds an unstable
whirling earth quite unlike the globe
to which humanity is accustomed
The vencrably conventional plot of
the elderly multimillionaire with &
daughter, pursued by revenging vil
lains but surrounded by mysterionsly
falthful henchmen and awalting the .

part, upon a wonderful “dream clty™ '
bullt on platforms at the tops of
three towers 2,000 feet or so0 ino
bheight., The Idea'ls not very im
preseive; it is something like the
ecrude fancies of a not very imagl,
native child, with no sufficient link-
ing up to actualities to make it very
pluusible and no glamour of poesy
sufficient to 1t it into & true fairy
land,

This kind of fantasia calls for &
surer touch and more skill both iv
broad. construction and in the man-

Continued on Following Page.

Not since the time of “Teresa’ has any woman wielded grealer influence over those in her care

influence for a superb womanhood - than the author of Spiritual Pastels. A New York father was

so impressed with the worth of Spiritual Pastels, and with the graces and endowments of its author

that he sent his daughter to the College wchere J. S. E. guides.

he is happy in the assurance that the one he loves will surely be something more than an educated

#nob in this socially shallow age.
\

With such a guide, such an exemplar,

]

|

you.

i
1

Beautifully lHlustrated.

Edition alter edition of this really inspiring work has been sold. Spiritual Pastels will be sent to any reader
of The New York Herald, and your money promplly refunded if even slightly disappointed, At bookstores, or

THE DEVIN-ADAIR COMPANY, Publishers, 437 Fifth Ave., N. Y.

By J.

SPIRITUAL PASTEL

S. E.

Literally the heart and soul communings of an intelligent, educated, cultured
woman —a Nun—with an all-wise Christ, the Christ of the masses—of the poor,
the Christ of Lent, not the golden crossed Christ now shekel owned by the * -
richest men in the world and capitalized by them as a means to an end.

Just the book for daily reading-— particularly ideal for Lenten reading. If
your prayer book is mislaid take Spintual Pastels to Church instead. f[ you
don’t go to church-—if you are agnostic, even atheistic, “Spiritual Pastels” won't
argue, or quarrel with you, but it will —positively will —inspire and comfort
f you are inclined to sneer at “the kind of religious stuff the servants
buy” read “Spintual Pastels” and then you will commend it to your domestics

and to yourself.

“Spiritual Pastels” is as foreign to kitchen theology and drawing-room
cant as Heaven is to the Rogues Gallery.

Fifth Edition Ready March 18.

$7.50 Net.

$1.60 Postpaid.

done. And o it is almost & stroke

reseulng hero, s staged, for the most ©
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